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CUMNER'S SON

you fi! fSl'aS^ ^° ''"• '^'''- "«- '^^

As If in gentle protest, tj a head moved sUghtlyMs W.II, all's well," the low voice said
^"

A se m which the cries of the wounded camethrougn the smoke, and then the dying maT
A Cigarette, inon ami "

iipfandiiS:;rrt'
'''' ^ '^^^^'^"^ ^^-^-^ ^^^

^^^Md now a little wine," the fallen soldier

pected victory, but not in this fashion!
Shorland understood. This brave young soldierof a dispossessed family wished to show^no£of pam, no lack of outward and physical couSm the approaching and final shock. He must do

rtr.^'l;- c ti^nal, natSal habft-

itilf AtZl u^'
^'' "'"'^ ^^""^ '^^ thingitseit At heart he was right. The rest wa« t

tiTiS' vr^'j'''' ' strWnerv:dToidirt:the la.t. The tobacco-smoke curled feebly fromhis lips, and was swallowed up in the clouds Spowder-smoke that circled round them Withhis head on his native servants knee he watchSShorland uncork the bottle and pour theS.nto the surgeon's medicine-glass. '^It was puTm
3"


